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Boy, you're gonna carry that weight, 
carry that weight a long time. 
— Lennon/McCartney, Abbey Road 


Pain makes hens and poets cackle. 
— Nietzsche, Zarathustra 


An Infallible Recipe for Ordinary Personcake 


Into a foaming 
childhood base, mix 


medium dose of adult 


facade, pinch of potential, 
and scent of respect; 


color with quintessence 


of love; then bake 
at high school heat, 


remove — and presto: 


for sullen shelves, 
fallen popish 


faux pas. 


A & P Express 


It’s her single 

chance all day to assume 

an impressive role. The act 

she cnooses, customers hate: 

her shrill questions and senile 
persistence (haggling 

at the counter over change) hold them 
prisoner, in line. 

Youngsters giggle, 

in chains; the grown-ups, annoyed 
to no end, shift 


feet and attention to eye 

her face and clothes, both wrinkled. 

Her hair, coated with grease, glistens; 

she’s crude and vulgar, too, obese, a true 

virago of word list fame. So they’re able 

to salvage time served, 

those behind her, their faces politely impassive, 


declining their case 
of casual 
cruelty. 


Picture of My Brother Keith Leaning 


on a Volume of After-Dinner Speeches 


‘I’m in a position where [ can* defend myself.” ‘If that % 
how things stand, then there 3 no help, it seems,” said K. 
— Kafka, The Trial 


On an errand 

for words (or otherwise 

lost) in my mother's dim 
basement, I’m taken 

by this frame of forever, the only piece 
left from his non- psychoactive 
stage. Each time I end 

up in the family shrine 

of final respects, stumbling 

into floral trash 

cans, kicking loose copies 

of Fulton J. Sheen, I linger, briefly, 
to mourn a half-life. 

The photograph relic 

barely in view, 


I’m braced for flashes 


of sequence. From his junior year 
on, he roamed the Trail of Delusion. 
The miracle drugs he was stuck with 
left him mumbling 

at nicotine fingers, a tiger 

in chemical lockdown. The last 
week of his life he wondered 

out loud how wide 

his cage was. 

At 43, on the first 

of May, he died 


in his underwear, semi-private, 
asleep, in some nursing home 


hall of fame. He’s all there 


in this picture. I know it 

by heart: black 

tie, white shirt, top 

hat; head cocked 

to one side: hands resting 

on a balsa cane, his back 

firm against brick. The little man 
(a true gentleman) ceremonial 
charmer in a schoolhouse 


show. And I can imagine 


those telling scenes before the arrest 
of time. His fourth-grade circus stint 
done, he primps, on request, 

for eyes still drawn to appearance. 

In the lower left-hand corner, 

a shadow performs in dust (mute 
prophecy aiming for Fate). 


Tle straightens his coat and false 
moustache; the sun strolls out 

of obsequious clouds, parents pull 
triggers, and cameras 

fire at the Master 


who stands smiling 


without a blindfold 


too young for a quick cigarette 
frozen in the black and white 
of his last respectable hour. 


Chicken Reflections (I) 


My father 

I loved, but 

I wish he hadn't 
beheaded 


those burgundy 
Easter chicks. 
They survived 
three feline 


assaults. 
For months after 
school, I fed them 


corn, convinced 


(& completely 
wrong) that the Bible- 
kissing deacon 


who provided so well 


& passed the collection 
plate on Sunday 
didn't mean a 


remark he offered in jest 


(after harping 

on Christ’s 
resurrection) about 
the Great Southern 


Meal my chickens 
would make. But sure 
enough, one vicious 


Saturday (date 


repressed) — I was barely 
six — it happened: 

right before Mighty 
Mouse would body- 


slam a slew 
of fiendish 
black cats, the hatchet 


fell in my own 


backyard. My father 
thought it was 
funny: two pairs 

of pointless 


wings flapping 
in a frantic 
blood-dance 
while heads 


couldn’t watch. . 
I swore 
I would never 


eat 


chicken again. 
Especially bread-crumb 
fried. & I kept 


that August vow 


for quite 

some time. Until 

evening’s inevitable 
hunger 


forced me 
to learn 
how to stomach 


betrayal. 


Post-Workshop Féte with the 
Bahamian Ministry of Education 


The divination of student scribbling 
is, for the moment, forgotten. Holistic 
hermeneuts no longer, we assemble 

at Traveller’s Rest to feast 

on island bounty. The menu 

is conch and more conch. Gritty shellfish 
gold, deep fried, over rum and a ream 
of bad jokes. Arawak, African, Celt 
are one in a deviate’s dream 

of sexual puns. Till tree-talk 

leads to ancestral ties, 

which makes me uneasy 

with mine (“I come from a line 

of lynchers, you see. . .”) — I’m off 
(with an outhouse excuse) to reflect 


on the absence of light. From the stone-bruised 
seas, the spectrum has 

fled with the sun 

and a fleet of brash stars. 

On a shore like this, 

an eternity past, 

some eager amphibian chose 

land, unaware of twisted 


entailment, unaware 


that aeons hence, proud creatures would 
rise from a jumble of features and flesh. 


The black man first, in the African dark; 


all the rest, his spawn, but given to tyrannies 


of sight. O the Silcotton slave 
hangs in the sea... My feet 


are soaked in Caribbean spray. 
Why am I here 

but to wander 

back up to the brotherhood 
blast while shadowy fathers 


can smile? 


Draft Bitters and Asian Blues: January, 1970 


Drunk 

with success, you 
parade through streets, 
O Beautiful 

beggar, 

while soldiers wring red 
into your cup 

in exchange 

for purple 
posthumous 

hearts. 


I protest your brazen procession 
by reading obituary lists out loud; 
I plead and hiss 
like a patriot. 
You stagger 


toward me and whine 
for alms: I spit 

into your cupped 

palm, observing military 


etiquette. 


Full Moon on the Diet Calendar 


At work, preferring the wall 

to break, casual eyes light 

on a miracle block: Full 

Moon, the 11th of fall. Due south 

of the kale display, a circle 

is squared today. Is it time 

to transform into London’s Fang, 

a menace to roving stags of the Self, elusive 

and deadly reducers of foliage? .. . Immobilized 
still, I switch 


to a lobby enlargement, centered 

the day a quondam colleague’s death 
reached us 

obliquely, by way 

of the latest 

boss. He'd heard 

that Mr. Mulrenin drove to Virginia, 
rented (no doubt) a forest green room, 
and spattered 

offending brains. It was thought 

a postmarked apology 

went home. Three minutes of leisure 


left, I find myself 


chairless, drawn closer 

to empty space. The company 

corkboard is typically full 

of thumbtacks at random, on tan, a Void 
replaced that Monday by a bulletin blow-up, 
the grieving gesture of anonymous hands. 
His xeroxed calm collegiate smile 


ll 


was there for a whole afternoon 
below the ‘lai-Chi announcement 

of “Moving Meditation,” phase two, 
Chinese Embryos coupling. I'd like to 


obliterate images, now, 


but one: of woodland Biblical 
wings, too pure 

for hunting, for payoffs 

and prey. 
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Applying for Ordination 


A haltered sense of vocation 


chews the bit of indecision... 
II 


The fever of suffering 
takes its course. Our judge will 
grant degrees, 


Amen. 
III 


But even in the temples of annihilation 
an overpowering urge: to interpret 
torment, sneak out 

with a suitcase of ragged 

notes, and craft 

post-it guides 

full of calm 

lightning to grace 

the walls of the weary. 


IV 


Caught in the act. 

The operation begins, 

amid earthquakes; doctors 

wear sanitary patches 

over both eyes. 

They shrug, then smile, spurred 
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on by formulas smacking 
of God. The patient, vomiting 
ghetto pabulum, mounts his rising temperature. 


Vv 
A relatively well-bridled 
Southern Baptist 


until the age 
of 12, was known 


For Office Use Only 
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Zarathustra, Aging at the Hun School of Prince ton, 


Sometime in the Spring of ’76 


“And only when you have all denied me will I return to you.” 
— Zarathustra 


No sons or daughters will survive me. 

Nor could I say that you are my heirs: 

you have scarcely been born. 

How you ignore me! Yawn, stretch, 

or ask for the time which politely erodes you ... 
When I stop to see with your eyes, 

I witness a man, so earnest, 

babbling about God and freedom. My 

patch of Eternity, my small 

resting place, is not in you, 

it seems. Let us then pray for deeper 

denials, much later, after you, 

have also become quite worn: 

you may then have visions of your own; and should 
you be moved to speak to strangers, you may, 
without warning, recognize me 


in you. 
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Quaker Bridge Mall 


Outside the pharmacy on the ground 
floor, this comfy New Age machine 
invites the potentially ill 

to measure a serious problem: 

the pressure of blood — to be 

solved by coins and an accurate cuff. 
The instructions entice 


me to sit and obey: 


“Deposit two quarters; 

position appropriate appendage 
as shown; press button; 

wait forty to sixty seconds 

for count and reliable 

cure.” I try to image 

Omega as my arm 

is computer constricted. The hiss 
of release if followed by the voice 
of Kubrick’s Hal: 

“Total: 260; I encourage you 

to relax” 

aud I will 

watch the weight 


of these things. Such as 

the absence of requisite 
limbs. Fraginents 

of men file by 

the site where I’m seated (big 
numbers stull 

on the screen) 

for a Saturday 
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mall review. A trim and graying 
Caucasian, for one, his right arm 
gone, pauses 

with two tag-along 

boys outside the Hallmark 
haven. Perhaps 

lack will prompt 

awareness (I wonder), prod 

tyro souls to assist with losses 
received in war. Then we can cease 
imposing form on space 

now occupied only by air. 


— Should you be advised, then, father 

(as you choose between Love and Best Wishes) 
to swing your only arm with pride? 

Since your sons, who primp before mirrors, 


can always clap for you. 
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Jonah’s I'ifth Avenue Prayer 


Sunday morning. 

The bells are ringing 

for me and my God, 
Dearly Beloved 
we are separated 


for good. 


What went wrong 

defies precision. Old Abraham, jawing 
at crack phantoms, 

will do. Or Benjamin, bleeding 

inside as he begs, no Joseph 

in sight, an orphan 


in northeast Ninevah. 


Don't ask me to add examples, Lord. 
Don’t whine for graphs and figures. 
You know the rules that obtain 

in the cruel psychometric streets. 


Did you expect me to shun you because 

you weep for sticks without canes? 

For children bloated on the dreams of the poor? 

I would rush to Central Park, swearing 

you were trapped on subways or stranded 

in heavy commuter traffic, that no face was twisted 
in vain; your promise 


remains on my tongue. And yet 


I see nothing 
but Israel, tribe after tribe, 
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in shreds on scales that refuse 


to balance. 


Your pmiests are enticing the faithful. 

They will flatter you under beckoned blue sky. 
Be gracious to me, your wandering, wealthy ex- 
son: help me 

absorb your 

absence, if you have space 

& time. 
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Stoplights 


4 in the morning, flat 

miles from the rush 

of caffeine. By now 

brash saints have given 

up wrangling with God 

while cruising the highway 
heavens. It’s an hour 

when opposite errors attract: 
hands on wheels are turned 

too slowly or accelerators pushed 
too far in streets kept crooked 
by dark. But simple adjustments 
are rarely enough. Less obvious 
forms of terror abound for wavering 
men: drivers tempted 

to doze at lights and drift 


into rank disaster 


are braked (if 


they are) by metal 

policemen, outside advisors 

whose eyes, mistaken 

for early chameleon suns, revive 

faint pilgrims and guide them religiously 
home. 
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Sam Beckett [imploys Radical Doubt 
and (Briefly) Satisfies Descartes 


Then: 
There is nothing. nothing is. 
under the signs nothing new. just our a lot 
(n)o = n(o) 
(and even that [and this] is 
is it not?) 


nothing, too, _ 
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AW That Matters Is Fire 


Moonlight creeps up the stairs; 
darkness bubbles over; 

my floor is polished black. 

The light’s tracks shine on steps; 
midnight smiles like a witch: 
All that matters is fire. 


Moonlight, open this door; 
let my blue-eyed love in. 
She takes her halo off, 
and, entering softly, 
appears without angels: 

All that matters is fire. 


Sunshine, i knew nothing; 
flowers had made me blind. 
But in this cartwheel hour, 
when stars turn upside down, 
her eyes make the earth move: 
All that matters is fire. 


Moonlight. Forget your fears. 
It has been centuries 

since midnight smiled for me 
and bewitched me with blue. 
My soul is red and blue: 

All that matters is fire. 


Moonlight cannot relate 
the secrets we have spun; 
it will remain outside 


the shape of our laughter; 
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midnight smiles like a witch: 
All that matters is fire. 


Moonlight climbed up the stairs 
and let blue-eyed love in; 

stars turned upside down when 
she took her halo off 

and bewitched me with blue: 
All that matters is fire. 
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Deserting a Cat in the Rain: Durham, NC 


It’s the end of a two-day visit. 

On my parents’ rusted 

swingset next to the garden 

of pole beans and okra, our children 

pilot their plastic and chains above Durham 
in the cloudless arc 

of autonomy. Till one 

of them spies a complicating 

cat, who is over 

at once, responding to squeals 

of greeting. Picked up and caressed, 

it trembles, heartbeat confessing to fear. 
The dogs of the house, away 

on canine assigument, will ravage 

this probably orphaned 

foe, tuo young for feuds 

or successful flight. On our way 

tu appropriate calls, the two of us, nurturers 
pressed into service, take note 

of darkening clouds. No shelters 


open on Sunday, we are forced 

to explore a weekend dilemma. I drive 
you house to house, in rain, 

No one in a two-block stretch 

will claim the kitten held 

under your coat like a wounded 

breast. Around 4, we park to consider 

last options: our apartment, hazardous 
miles down the road, 

is out of the question. No animals 


allowed in Hunting Ridge. 
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And my parents’ house is a pet 
Serenghetti: So nothing 


can stop it: abandoned 

with milk at the base 

of a clear glass wall 

in the front of Longview Baptist, he'll last 
till evening service at the all-weather 


red brick rock. 


Hours later, the road back to Raleigh 

is tricky. Fog refuses 

mendicant light; puddles 

grab like murderous plots; tailgaters 
quiz with closeness. Home, 

I grope for an aspirin. 

Cabinet doors, usually mouse-familiar, 
have chosen tonight to imitate creatures 


calling their calm executioners. 


25 


Inde pendence Day 


Frank discussions of 

barbecue sauce reveal 

a nation’s richness. Will it be 
Onion, Regular, Old Hickory- 
smoked? And issues equally intense 
arise. Before the sun 

is properly dressed, they grill 

each other, true lawyer-chefs 
plotting the politics 

of chicken. And who would dare 


interrupt again 


but jealous minor officials, tyro 
speakers of the house, two 

children starved 

for Gerber’s grits or a bigger piece 

of the family pie. High chair clamoring 
for attention finally 

dilutes the craft of Congress 

to zero concentration. So the senators 
yield, as usual, large chunks 

of precious time to diapers 


and non-sequitur dialogue. 


O how they yearn 

for dinner and the foursquare informative screen 
on which they can follow 5-second ads 

or reams of friendly election returns, these quaint 
slouch-mates of democracy, great 

for the cookouts of crisis and staying mildly 


pissed off. 


26 


Why Boys Might Have to Quit Baschall 


5 foot 4 (on 

stilts), Coach M 

hustles to his chalklined 

box. His arms swing 

wildly, in military 

style, like manic metronomes 

of flesh. Arriving at symphony 

central near third 

(where he will compose & conduct), 
he barks 

at the first man 

up, a performer historically 

weak. Missing 2 pitches in a row, 

the batter is summoned to the Box 

by Maestro. Gripping 

the boy’s head in both hands, 

his beard 6 inches 

from reddening cheeks, he whispers, “When 
are you going 

to try?” The batter, lips 

pursed, looks 

down and strides to the plate 

for strike 3. A wicked sharp- 

breaking curve. Coach M dramatically 
gestures to the sky, shakes & shakes his middle-aged 
head. Game over, 

the batter walks 

home, having figured how much 

mean music is enough 

to create an insufferable score. 
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To ast 


A vice-man in Special Effects 
examines his Xerox toaster 

in heat: randy; just ripe 

for a period piece. Van Gogh 
is fed to an aching appliance, 
a rapid producer of 


Twins! Cornfield With Crows, 
two wonders, crisp and buttered. 


The eager breakfastfood boys, informed, 
scramble downstairs for a taste 

of dunked-in-coffee-toe-jam-toast. 
“This edible art is 

delicious,” they rave. 


The original’s filed by a petulant clerk, under 
“ANARCHY AT WORK HERE” 


In the street, gold 

is drilled into sand; 

the alchemists rub their hands 
with a certain twisted 


intensity 
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Study 


The latest study shows 
that Indian sage 

in the land of the Ganges 
really had problems 
always bitching about corpses 
old age soft skies 

with bellies for lightning 
to slit & more 

the whims of fortune 
injustice for all oppressive 
heat tigers The Wheel 


& research will surely 
prove as well 

the pathology 

of his 

path, a dull drifting 
away from a few unruly 
stimuli. A shame 


his line’s been allowed 
to jade millions since 
But at least 
no one now 
has a valid excuse 
now that our super 
detective tools have unearthed 
the embarrassing Truth 


about one sick 

saint: he was a Prince 

of Depression, this Buddha, unfit 
for any 

analytic age. 


Because: A Random List of Reasons I'd 
Rather Not Be a Sumo- Type in America 


* I’m tired of being 400 plum-pounds 

* I despise rice and beer after practice 

* I’ve forgotten how to fold layers of fat 

* I hate bug-eyed snickering hawks 

* I’m sick of the shaking earth when I walk 

* I prefer one seat on airplanes 

* IT vomitif more than one button pops 

* I weep as toilet bowls crack 

* Td rather outlive a host of diseases 

* In short, you gaping mother-fuckers, I’m proud 


to move on, settling/for exquisite 


Tokyo/on the bamboo mats 
of the heart 
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Beatitudes Revisited at Breakfast 


The day is already losing 

its charm. My waitress, 

an electrified mannequin 
with wings, rushes 

from booth to booth. And worse: 
the clatter of cups and knives 
has erased a plaintive 

tune I brought 

to the table. So it’s up 

to the breakfast 

best of this house, protected 
by greasy plastic, 

to provide. As I wrestle 

with the menu's Phoenician 
font, an astigmatic double- 
take sends me 

back almost 


40 summers 

to the coast 

of North Carolina. Eleven years 
old, or twelve, I’m handing Mr. Montgomery, 
owner of Shoebox 5 & 10, 

one nickel for a Zero 

nougat bar. Seventy-plus 

and blind, his fingers curl 

to test my coin’s thickness. The feel 
is right, and he seems 

to smile. Unwrapping 

the candy, I shoulder 

my way to the back 

to watch the next kid 
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in line, like me, needing 

nourishment for the morning 

baseball wars that determined 

order of rank. Tall and thin, our nearest 

thing to a neighborhood stud, 4 bars in his shirt 
pocket, snorts when the old man asks, “What 
do you have?” The smile 

smooths out; his palm 

accepts the proffered dime, thus 

serving the thief of the day. 

It’s hard for me to stop 

staring as he waits 

on the rest of my crowd. 

I can't help 

but think 


that during his long shift 

of darkness he may have had visions 

of who will inherit, hearing 

over and over what 

no sighted, snot-nosed brat on the block 
had ears for: the clear, meek 

cry of mourning doves 
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No UTS 


Drifting to work in Thursday 
traffic, I ignore 

the banter on Magic 

105.3. Despite honking on both 
sides of me, I’m focused 

only on this: half of my first 
family is gone. My brother, 

a decade dead, and father, 

six years in the dark 

today. Both taken 

by natural causes, a fact 

that doesn’t help 

shield me from the morning 
sun or the truck-tanks 

that covet my asphalt 

spot. Most of the nouns 

I know are bent 

on keeping me active 

and free, above 

fear of Big Numbers 

and the Basic Plot. To predict: 
at the office I'll attempt a somber 
call to my mother, 
two-thousand miles away; 


faxes dripping with blood and money 


will begin to appear in spades, dial- 


tone deaf to intrusive emotion. 
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An Encounter of the Worst Kind: 
James Van Praagh Meets Huwie 


It’s hard to pass 
inspection without a sound 
horn. That’s why I’m stuck 
at Firestone 
for a seven-inning 
stretch. Where I wait 
while mechanics pick 
the city’s great brain 
for parts. I learn 
from the tube quite 
early of Kubrick’s death. & Joltin’ 
Joe’s. & about The Lewinsky’s whole- 
sale assault of Europe, starting 
with a Harrad’s book-signing 
bash (400 copies sold 
by day’s end at 25 dollars 
a pop, hard- 
core — “Big with a capital 
B,” gushed one Harrad Head 
Grunt). After all 
this and an hour of The Price 
Ts Right, I’m in a frenzy 
for home. But no: the requisite part’s 


just arrived. Rufus (what 

the fuck was he doing 

before?) can now enter 

the steering column & charge 

1 dollar per minute X 60 X 2. Add 80 
bucks for the part. To complete my pocket- 
book death. As I ponder how high 
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checks can possibly bounce, Howie 
(the jester) Mandel welcomes 


James Van Prick — that is, 
Praagh (as in aagh, 

not argh), author & lisping link 
to the dead. Gabs with them 
daily, he swears, enough 

for a whopping boost 

up the gold ladder 

list shining in the Sunday 
Times. To Heaven, For Heaven 


In Heaven — can’t make it 
out, but who 

cares? The sermon, one 

& the same, sucks 

me in: “Yes, they've gone 


to the astral world; it’s designed 
according to need.” (Customized 
clouds? A silver 

cocoon? Chassis 

of diamond & steel? 

For me?) “They are very aware 

of us. & since thoughts are real 
things, we do, we visit 

them in dreams. Well, not 

all dreams, but some do send you 
to the other side.” My van is ready, 


says Rufus. So I’m leaving 

you, James, though you've hardly 
begun to work those in the weeping 
crowd whose reason’s been throttled 
by grief. I have to stand up 

& pay for the slow 
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restoration of my godlike ability 
to beep — loudly — as you take 
the mike to trumpet decibels 

of blind, best-selling 


assurance. 
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Paying at the Counter of Western 
Beverages: A Maximus Sequel 


Much of his early manhood was taken up with the struggle to overcome ... 


his self-conscious awareness of his inordinate size. 
— Tom Clark, Charles Olson 


That spirit of meanness 

at work on a stifling Saturday 
night is here 

in this store. 

Wishing I had not 

allowed my thirst to usher 
me in, I ask for an off-brand 
I don’t even like. Trying 

to ignore an undershirt 
squad in the corner cursing 
the absence of ice, I lay down 


my money, three fives. I just want 
to pay and leave. Fingers tapping 
on the counter say so with fading 
courtesy. As I wait 

for the yawning register 

clerk to take my mode 

of payment, two unshaven Hispanic 
dwarfs begin muttering 

behind me: “Una montafia, 

este hombre.” Then the one 
nearest me, to my right, 


translates loudly, just for me, “Man, 


you are a mountain,” But smiles 
as he speaks, without rancor, 
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as if the size of entities like me 

is some kind of blessing 

for small men to admire 

at bars and world class 

wrestling. So I surprise 

myself by saying, “I can live 

with that,” and he laughs. 

Then he and his truly dorracho friend 
fall back into masculine 

pronouns and tildes. Outside 


I head in the Texas heat 

to a turquoise Aerostar van 
fit for a mountain, which, 

as it moves in a near-miracle 
from task to task, must long 
for a different desert 

life as one mighty grain 

of blinding Blakeian sand. 
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For Aunt Ruth, Locked Out After My Parents 
Paraded Off to Nassau in the Fall of "52 


That fall I was 

4, pregenital and pure, I did it 

to my crabby, caregiving 

Ahnt Spinster. The one 

who used to pin curtains together 
to thwart the advances 

of light. Who'd gulp a fistful 

of prescription mix to preserve 

what health she possessed. But none 


of that bothered me then 

in the fall of 52, I think, 

hour and day as hazy 

as myth. I was playing 

with safety, no 

doubt — who knows? Thought I'd arrived 
as an acolyte of order. One brass 

quarter of a key turn right 

locked her effectively 

out. And I couldn't 

reverse, return, “go left” to silence 

the knocking and screams. She was finally 
forced to window shop for reentry 

like a rouged, money-drunk 

whore. Then I was whipped 

that first cool night I’d been left 

to a relative’s good pleasure. 


I’ve remembered that, Ruth. And how 
I was made to repent, item 
by elaborate item, when Mother sashayed 
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home with her Samsonite cache of straw 
market conch. But now, after decades 
of gleaning guilt from multiple 
harvests, I hear you 

knocking again, pounding 

this time on the iron 

front door of forgiveness. 

And it seems you won't 

let me rest, like all the dead 

I resemble. — Here's to a twist 

of finger and thumb: let’s join 

two spent generations. You may, Miss 


Relentless, come in. 
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An Animated Summoning at the Rhinestone Institute 


“The major problem, ... which brought the Rhines to Duke was .. . the 
question of survival after death, . . .” 


—J.B. Rhine, ESP 


“Today, the Institute of Parapsychology operates out of a sturdy red house 
on Trinity Avenue in Durham ... [it] has recently begun its third Ganzfeld 
study, hoping to document the extra-sensory abilities of people on the 
street ... each experiment is different, . . .” 

— Dick Mendel, The News & Observer, 6/15/86 


I’ve sidled by numerous times, 

J.B., since finding 

where Duke had driven you: wasn’t 

it bleak ’48 

when you were refused a department 
chair and J arrived, 

unpackaged, to country folk 

plowing in Dunn? And weren't you 
dumped, piecemeal, 

too heavy with stats 

to dispose of at once? Those queries are Ganzfeld 
hits, confirming the urge 

to encounter. But where is the Rhinestone 


researcher? I confess 

I expected a garrulous flapping 
sprite, or at least a hazily 
rotund gambler who'd spring 


from the steps and dare me to roll. 
There’s none of that at the stately 


institute. A placard’s in front 
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with letters too small 

for an oculist’s probe; and the rear 
billboard inscription 

could be seen by Tiresias at a distance 


from Delphi: “VISITOR PARKING 


ON WALTS” (up the road, or, not 

in their 

Garden of Gravel). I’m sorry 

you're that far removed, and I’m dying 
to enter your Doric tomb, 

but frankly, Sir Psi, 

I declare we're both 

better off if I waive 

the tiered mausoleum at the corner 
of Buchanan and ‘Lrinity, one 


street dowu from Minerva. 
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A Bit Groggy, Tennessee Ernie Ford 
Returns from the Grave to Complete 


IHis Last Mucking Timesheet 


Bear with me, 
folks, it’s been 
a few years since 


I fooled with the facts 


of night & day. I sure 

could use some management 
help on this thing. — Do 

I shove Projects A & 


Z into “Sixteen 
Tons”? In both, we played 
Atlas, pumped 


iron, shoveled 


loads of Aegean 
customer shit. 
And did we ever 


meet country boy 


deadlines! There was 
plenty of good ol’ busted 
gut. To make John 
Henry proud 


of his turn 

at the profit 

machine. “Another day 
older and deeper 


in debt.” — That’s it: sweet 
sixteen. The number I need 
for the only code 


what exists. 


Santas Pre-Christmas Address 


For twenty years 

if God had just snapped 

his laser-like fingers 

and cut this body into perfect 

giant halves, I could have played 

Santa at separate malls, 

same day, exactly same 

shift. A truly consistent 

Santa across sites, for 

once, tu please you. And you would 

have been pleased — as parents, 

employers, & Yuletide collectors of question 
& sentiment. Cooing, incredulous crowds 
would have wondered all manner of things. 
kor instance: how many pillows 

would it take tu equal two tons 

of fat? As if anyone would really have cared, 
of course, when Santas were this 

damn good, this cheap & consistent 


across sites. Well, this year 


Pin sorry. I won't be Santa 

ayain. Not even one. I° shirts 

hang from my vanishing torso like jilted 

& desperate lovers. Fifty pounds lighter 

already, I won't be squatting 

& sweating on your makeshift plywood 

thrones, won't be holding your wriggling rainbow minnows 
in my Atlas lap at even one place 

of holiday worship. I am 

so sorry. And teel, therefore, compelled 


to infortm you of my rapid 
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demise. Yuu need 

two stand-ins — no, one — in less 

than six weeks. I’m afraid 

I’m done being the seasonal object, forgive 


me, of your sweetest addictive 
disdain. 
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he All-Day Diversity Workshop 


Gathered again. By company 
request. To endure another long 
nod in the right direction. We're led 
by a wobbly Chaplin 

clone from the Human 
Resources camp. “Like uh said, 
(his voice 

cracking), we’re gonna 

build a rainbow, one 

(slow motion) stripe 

at atime.” & then 


we're off, 

by God, to Video-and-Workbook 
land. The entire 

A.M. Jam 

sadly distracted 

by the flowing locks of Lady 
Brunette, her back 

to me, given over, engrossed 

in the flick called Getting 

Along. I'm good 

at nothing but the natural 

way out: eyes 

nearly ruined by too many 
cold reads, I can only make out 
one word in 4 hot minutes 

of flashing text. “It’s powerful 
stuff,” croaks 

Charlie. “I could watch 

it all day.” And we prisoners do 
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continue to focus. All 

day. On classy packaged 
cartoons of the spectrum’s 
nuanced life, one cellblock stripe 
at a time. 
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‘Whe Anonymous X-Mas Edition of Human 
Resources Headlines: A [Slightly Modified] 
e-Mail Message to Staff 


‘Iwo days exist about which 

we shouldn't worry. Which 

should be kept free 

of strong apprehension. Yesterday 

is one, with its cares, blunders, 
faults, aches, & [pathetic] pains. They have 
passed forever beyond our [kidneys’] 
control. All the [muthas’] 

Money in the World cannot 

bring yesterday back. We can’t 

erase a single word we 

said [as cunts]. Ditto 


regarding lumorrow, with its possible 
[bitch] burdens its large [ly OBESE] 
promise & poor [even 

shitty] performance. And [umorrow 
hasn't even 

crept in 

yet. Unel 

it dues we have no 

stake in lomorrow for it is yet 
unborn ,& hence is not 


undead]. It’s only 


loday we [jerkotts] 
have. We women 
& men 


can fiyht the battles of just 
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one day. It’s only when 
you & me add 

the burdens of two 

awful [armpit] Eternities, 


Before & After, that we simply 


break down 
in bitterness 
over things 
that happened 
and/or 
dread over 
vampires to 
come. We should, 
Therefore, 


live 

one [pompous maudlin vapid verbose E-Mail- 
infected fucking] 

day 


at a time. 
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Senior Editor as Medusa 


Hard to 

divine, 
unriddle, or 
love this one, the Ph.D. 
in Assessment from Penn 
with masses of side- 
winding hair that would have 
curled nicely through the airy ear- 
holes of the helmet 
shed have donned as an iron- 
pumping stud for cheesy Green 
Bay. Had a girth- 
matching gaze to accompany 
insults scrawled in red 
on pages of edits shed shit 
on, reviewed, & shit 
on once more. Iv make 
sure the message 
was received: “Give Me 
a Break,” shed spit, 
in huge, loopy letters, 
or “Can you fathom 
that these mistakes will skew 
the national norms?” And yet 
she had days, or hours, 
when shed greet you with cheer- 
ful hellos & “How's your father 


in heaven?” It was then 
that Medusa had 
you: set up for 


a human response, 
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the next day youd 

stop by her office 

to ask for a chat 

over coffee about 

trials of test 

construction, or the cluing 
that cripples items 

that could have been 

whole. Then youd look 

up into her buckshot 

eyes and beyond 

to a halo of writhing reptilian 
beds in such sharp 

contrast to the primitive stone 
you were ready 

to become. 
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Feeding My Poems to a Yankee Copier 


“Exploit the bastards at least as much as they exploit you.” 
— Anonymous 


It’s not something 

I'm proud of, exactly: feeding 
poems to a company 

Canon — morning, noon, & even 
in cwilight’s perpetual heat 

when our Stellar Achievement 
lests are supposed to pre- 


occupy body & mind. Oh, yes, I 


Pretend: write items, collate 
collect — I curse the Mean 
Square Fit, swill 

cottee, edit, astound 

the retard competitor, snivel 
like a branded 

suff. But 


Rapidly. With mirrors. On break. 
In my shrinking spare time. It’s just 
your Cleverest Contederate scam 
devised tu hide the green 

light drone of face: up teeding 

on the sly. 3 copies of countless 
oriyinals. Over & over, I 

think: Replicate, you Xerox 
bastard. You owe this rebel a ware- 
house bursting with laser: quality 


underground cash. 
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A (Disappointing) Prison Response to 
Vitality Magazine's 8-Fold “Easy Ways 

é & Y y 
to Reduce Stress” (Vol. 13, mo. 2) 


* Think long-term instead of short-term 
— Should I postpone the prison escape till the end 
of my 30-year sentence? 


° Make a list of your successes 
— Well... 


* Watch a funny movie 
— I’m waiting for Marquis De Sade 
Dicks Disney; 


* Take 10 minutes to breathe in & out slowly with eyes closed 
— Carbon monoxide will make you real 


sleepy; 


° Make time each day to do something you enjoy 
— Lacing Tylenol capsules with cyanide 
is risky; 


* Don't compare yourself to others 
— My 6 hydra heads are hard 


to ignore; 


* Get out of a rut by changing your hair or style of clothing 
— Orange hair & transvestite tweed ain’t all 
that becoming to straights; 


* Get more sleep 
— I'll close the car windows & nod off. After escaping 
from prison. If I’m not too Goddamn distressingly 


old. 
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A Buddhist Prayer (Before Changing Jobs or Lives) 


Why fear this fall 
from a terrible 


Wheel? 


Family, come with me: 
new skies are calling 


our color. 


Shall we arise and go, 
both fine and frayed, 
lotus loved by clouds? 


A silent party 
of four, just 
floating 


sO trusting 


of wind 


aud weight 
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